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Suddenly the blood began racing through my
temples in wild, rapid pulsations. I felt my muscles
taut, my nerves tingling with a delicious thrill.
From below, only a few yards away, there came a
sound—there was no mistaking it—the sound of an
animal drinking. At the same moment I heard the
panic-stricken buffalo pawing the ground and pant-
ing violently. Prudently I drew myself up and,
leaning forward, brought my eyes to the opening
in the leafy curtain where two branches had been
drawn aside, leaving a sort of loophole. But I
could see nothing, the darkness was too intense.
The buffalo had ceased straining at the leash ; I
could visualize him petrified with terror. The only
sound that reached my ear was the lapping of the
tiger. He drank noisily, gluttonously. Now and
then he stopped drinking and in a series of little
snorts ejected the water he had drawn up into his
nostrils. He could not be more than ten yards away
—but where exactly was he ? Where was his head ?
I brought my rifle to my shoulder and, keeping it
steady with one hand, felt for my companion with
the other—to signal to him that I wanted him to
turn his electric torch upon the tiger. And then—
at that crucial moment the climax of the long night's
drama crashed in bathos, let down as so often
happens by a trivial, stupid failure of the human
element. Like an unfaithful sentry, the officer be-
side me had fallen asleep at his post. No sooner did
I touch him than he woke with a start and, heavy
still with sleep, oblivious to his surroundings,
started coughing! And, as if that were not
enough, he must needs speak! Seeing the rifle
at my shoulder, he blurted out, <c What's up ? "
Quick came the answer, a gruff snarl from below.
That, anyhow, enlightened him. He snapped on

